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taking rather too much sugar and coffee. So, feeling like guilty schoolboys, we disgorged, in favour of something more stodgy and solid.
Shortage of supplies, it seemed, particularly petrol, might jeopardise the whole scheme, but we thought that, at any rate, we might make a reconnaissance across the Rhone. We motored without incident to Avignon, and then turned south again to find a ferry, which, we were told, was taking the vehicles of a French armoured division to the other bank. Vehicles were waiting in a long line, but, once again, the feathered head-dress worked miracles and we were passed to the head of the queue. I felt no shame at taking priority in this way. Maximum mobility is essential to a war correspondent ; without it he might as well pack up, for he is like a soldier without a gun.
On the other side of the Rhone we were plunged instantly into an hysterical new world in which one form of order had collapsed and had not yet been replaced by another. The disciplined French troops were following the river valley northwards; all the country to the west was in the hands of the Maquis. Before the jeep was disembarked I stepped ashore and was swept into a whirlpool of French resistance men, all waving Sten guns, gesticulating and jabbering simultaneously. We were heading for Nimes. Vainly protesting, I was led, almost forcibly, to a ramshackle motor-car. Mike followed. We managed to shout to Watts that we would rendezvous somewhere in Nimes. He was to stick to the jeep and bring the baggage.
As we rattled and bumped along I noticed, with distinct misgivings, that our driver was wearing a German uniform. In French, and broken English, our other companions explained that he was " all right" ; he was a Pole, conscripted into the German Army after being taken prisoner, and he had now come back to the right side again. We entered Nimes, amid the scenes of wild jubilation now so familiar, and went to a cafe" for a meal. I began to wish we had made a more satisfactory arrangement to meet Watts, for I was becoming slightly anxious about the baggage.
Actually Watts, enjoying the unaccustomed thrill of "liberating" a few villages slightly off the m.ain road, wasd to this, he had jet-black hair, darkat was the world waiting to learn? Surely that         copy "queucing up" for its turn on the radio to ]
